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For when you breathe, the air in order moves,
Now in, now out, in time arI3 measure truej
And when you speak, so well she dancing loves,
That doubling oft, and oft redoubling new,
With thousand forms she doth herself endue:
' For all the words that from your lips repair
1 Are naught but tricks and turnings of the air.
Hence is her prattling daughter Echo born,
That dances to all voices she can hear:
There is no sound so harsh that she doth scorn,
Nor any time wherein she will forbear
The airy pavement with her feet to wear :
And yet her hearing sense is nothing quick,
For after time she endeth ev'ry trick.
******
For lo the Sea that fleets about the Land,
And like a girdle clips her solid waist,
Music and measure both doth understand :
.For his great crystal eye is always cast
flip to the moon, and on her fixed fast:
And as she danceth in her pallid sphere,
So danceth he about the centre here.
Sometimes his proud green waves in order set,
One after other flow unto the shore,
Which when they have with many kisses wet,
They ebb away in order as before;
And to make known his Courtly Love the more,
He oft doth lay aside his three-fork'd Mace,
And with his arms the timorous Earth embrace.
******
Since when all ceremonious mysteries.
All sacred orgies and religious rites,
All pomps, and triumphs, and solemnities,
All funerals, nuptials, and like public sights,
All parliaments of peace, and warlike sights,
All learned arts, and every great affair,
A lively shape of dancing seems to bear.
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